Sneikn Hassan
i USED to watch him coming round the curve of
the avenue, his quick step somewhat impeded by
the long robes he wore, holding his cloak round
him with one hand, his head bent down, and his
eyes fixed on the ground. As he drew near he
would glance up, wrinkling his eyebrows in the
effort to pierce the darkness of the great tent under
which I was sitting. The plane-trees grew
straight and tall on each side of the road ; over-
head their branches touched one another, arching
together and roofing it with leaves fresh and green,
as only plane-leaves can be all through the hot
summer. Between the broad leaves fell tiny
circles of sunshine, which flickered on his white
turban and on the linen vest about his throat as he
came. He looked like a very part of his sur-
roundings, for his woollen cloak was of a faded
gray, the colour of Persian dust, and his under-
robe was as green as the plane-leaves, and his
turban gleamed like the sunshine ; but his face
was his own, brown and keen, with dark eyes, deep
set under the well-marked brows, and his thin
brown hands were his own too, and instinct with
character. If you had only seen the hands, you